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supped with me often, and on several occasions I lent him
money. One day, in a burst of confidence, he told me that
without my help he must have died of hunger, as he was
absolutely destitute of money just then. He was in the service
of Spain, his wife was a Spaniard, a Barcelonese, and, ac-
cording to him, a sparkling brunette of twenty-five of
twenty-six years old. He invited me to stay with them at
Milan, an invitation I ought to have refused, knowing them
to be poor, but I was curious to see this Spanish lady. She
wrote the most witty letters, and I pictured her sensible as
an Englishwoman, passionate as a Spaniard, gracious and
caressing as a Frenchwoman.
But she was quite different from what I had expected.
She was pretty, but too small, and too serious. She had
written asking me to bring her two pieces of taffetas; and
when I told her I had executed her commission, she thanked
me, saying her chaplain would reimburse me. We were four
at supper; the count was gay, but the little lady maintained
an obstinate silence, only answering our remarks with a
slight smile. She never raised her eyes from her plate, but
found frequent fault with the food, addressing her com-
plaints to the chaplain.
After supper the taffetas was brought in; It was to make
her a domino with paniers, according to the extravagant
fashion of the day.
When the count accompanied me to my room, he begged
me to pardon his wife's Spanish taciturnity, assuring me I
should like her extremely when we were better acquainted.
My room was large and comfortable, but the rest of the
house was poorly furnished. The servants' livery was worn
and shabby, the table linen was patched, the dinner service
was in earthenware, and the same girl was lady's-maid and
cook. Clairmont, my French valet, whom I had recently
engaged, told me he was miserabl} lodged in a little room
leading out of the kitchen. The chaplain was one of those
domestic priests so common in Italy, who are boarded and
lodged in the house, and who perform in return a hundred

